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Ckakles D'Orleans, 
1391—1465. 



TUB yeaz has chai^reij his mantle cold 
Of wind, of rain, of bitter airj 
And he goes dad in doth of gold. 

Of laughing suns and Beaaon fur; 
No Urd or beast of wood or wold 

But doth with cry or song declare 
The year lays down his mantle cold. 
All founts, an rivers, seawaid ndled. 

The pleasant summer livery wear. 

With silver stnds on bioidered vair; 
The world puts of[ Its raiment old. 
The year lays down his mantle cold. 
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Francois Villok, 
1460. 

GOOD-BVII the tears are in my ejres; 
Farewell, farewell, my prettiest; 

Farewell, of women bom the I>e3t; 
Good-t^e t the saddest of good-byes. 
FaieweU I with many vows and ughs 

My sad heart leaves you to your rest; 
Farewell I the tears are in my eyes j 
Farewell t from you my miseries 

Are more than now may be confessed, 

And mogt by thee have I been blessed, 
Vea, and for thee have wasted sighs; 
Good-bye t the last of my good-byes. 
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arbor ahoris. 

Fkan^ois Villon, 

1460. 
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And graft a. new bon^, concerted 
With h^py blossoms white and red ; 

So pleasure should for pun atone, 
Not Love slay this tree, nor instead 

Plant any tree, but this alone. 



Princess, by whom my hope is fed, 
My heart thee prays in lowlihead 

To prime the ill boughs overgronn. 
Nor slay Love's tree, nor plant instead 

Another tree, save this alone. 
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BALLAD OF THE GIBBET. 



B BOTHERS and men that shall after us be, 
Let Qot your hearts be hard to as : 
For pitying this our misery 

Ye shall iod God the more piteous. ' 

Look on us »u that are hanging thus, 
And for the flesh that so touch we cherished 
How it is eaten of birds and perished. 

And ashes and dost fill our bones' place. 
Hock not at ui that so feeble be. 

Bat pray God pardon us out of His grace. 

Listen, we pray you, and look not in scam, 

Though justly, in sooth, we are cast to die; 
Ye wot no man so wise is bom 

That keeps his wisdom constantly. 

Be ye then merdful, and ciy 
To Mary's Son that U [nteoiis. 
That His mercy take no slain from us, 

Saving us out of the fiery place. 
We are bat dead, let no soul deny 

To pray God succour us of His grace. 
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Ravent and rooks have pecked at onr ejne. 

And feathered thdr nests with our beards 
and hair. 

Round are we tossed, and here and there, 
This way and that, at the wild wind's will. 
Never a moment mjr body is still ; . 

Birds they are busy about my face. 
Live not as we, nor fare as we fare ; 

Pray God pardon us out of His grace, 

l'emvoy. 
Prince Jesus, Master of all, to thee 
We pray Hell gain no mastery. 

That we come never anear that place ; 
And ye men, make no mockery, 

Fray God pardon us ont of His grace. 
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HYHN TO THE WINDS. 



iSSO. 

To yoa, trot^ »o fleet, 
That with winged wandering feet. 

Through the wide world pass, 
And with soft munnuiing 
Toss the green shades of spring 

In woods and grass, 
Ijly and videt 
I give, and btossoms wet. 

Rosea and dew ; 
This branch of blushing roses. 
Whose fresh bud undoaes, 

Wiud-floweis too. 
Ah, winnow vrith sweet bieath, 
Winnow the holt and heath. 

Round this retreat; 
Where all the golden mom 
We fan the gold o' the com. 

In the sun's heat. 
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A VOW TO HEAVENLY VENUS. 



iSjo. 



W 



/■ that with like hearts love, we lovers twain, 
New wedded in the village by th; fane. 
Lady of all chaate love, to thee it is 
We bring these atnanutths, these white lilies, 
A ngn, and sacrifice ; may Love, we pray, 
Like amaranthine flowers, feel no decay; 
Like these cool lilies may otir lovu remain. 
Perfect and pure, and know not any stain ; 
And be our hearts, from this thy holy hoar. 
Bound each to each, like flower to wedded Bower. 
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TO HIS FRIEND IN ELYSIUM. 



•5SO- 

So long you wandered on the dusky plain, 
Wheie flit tbe shadows with their endleis ciy, 
Vou reach the shore where all the worU goes by, 
You leave the strife, the slaTery, the pain) 
But we, but we, the mortals that remain 
In vain stretch hands ; for Charon sullenly 
Drives ui afar, we may not come anigh 
Till that lait mystic obolus we gain. 

But you are h^pj In the quiet place. 

And with the learned lover of old daj^ 

And with jour love, you wander ever-more 

la the dim woods, and diink forgelfnlness 

Of us your friends, a wear; crowd thai press 

About the gate, or labour at the oar. 
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A SONNET TO HEAVENLY BEAUTY. 



n the Eternal, — if the years in vain 
Toil after hours that never come again, — 
If everything that hath been must decay. 
Why dreameat thou of joys that paas away, 
My soul, that my sad body doth restrain I 
Why of the moment's pleasure art thou fain ? 
Nay, thou hast wings, — nay, seek another stay. 

There is the joy whereto each soul aspires. 
And there the rest that all the woild desires, 

And there is love, and peace, and gntdous mirth ; 
And there in the most highest heavens shalt thou 
Behold the Very Beauty, whereof now 

Thoa worshqtpest the shadow upon earth. 



; -„ Google 



APRIL. 

RlHY BlLLKAV, 

APKIL, pride of woodlaad wAyi, 
(X0ad6a.yt, 
April, bringing hope of prime, 

To the fonng flowers that beneath 
Thai bud eheath 
Are guarded in their tender time; 

April, pride of fields that be 

Green and free. 
That in fashion ^ad and gay. 
Stud with flowers, red and blue, 

Eveiy hue. 
Their jewelled spring amy, 

April, pride of muimaring 

Winds of spring, 
That beneath the winnowed air, 
Tnp with subtle nets and sweet 

Flora's feet, 
flora's feel, the Seet and fair ; 

April, t^ ih]' hand caressed, 

From her breast 
Nature scatters ererywhere 
Handf uls of all sweet perfumes. 

Buds and blooms, 
Making faint the earth and atr. 
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April, JDjr of the grMn boon, 

Clothu with flowen 
Over all her lotka of gold 
My sweet Ladj; and her lavaat 

With the Ueat 
Bud* <d anrnmeT manifold. 

April, with th; gradoni wSes, 

Like the smiles, 
Smiles irf Venw; and tb; breath 
Like her breath, the Godi' delight, 

( From thcdr hei^t 
The; take the happy air beneath ; ) 

It is thou that, of thy grace, 

Fn>m their place 
In the far-off isle* dost bring 
Swallows over earth and sea. 

Glad to be 
Messengers of thee, and Spring. 

Daffodil and eglantine. 

And woodbine, 
lily, violet, and rose 
Plentiful m April &ir. 

To the air, 
Th«r pretty petals do undone. 

Nightingales ye now may hear, 

Herdng dear. 
Singing in the deepest shade; 
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tbiBj Mid many a babUod note 

Chime and floM, 
Woodland mu^ throngh the gUde. 

Apiil, all to welcome thee, 

Spring Kta free 
Andent flajnea, and irith low breath 
Wakes the aabes grey and old 

That the cold 
Chilled within our hearts to death. 

Thou beholdest in the warm 

Honn, the swarm 
Of the thieviah bees, that flies 
Evermore from bloom to Uoom 

For petfume. 
Hid away in tinj thighs. 

Her cod shadowa Hay can boast. 

Fruits almott 
Ripe, and (ptta of fertile dew, 
Manna^weet and honejr-eweet. 

That complete 
Her flower gariand fresh and new. 

Nay, but I will pvt my praise. 

To these days, 
Named with the glad name of Her' 
That ftom out the foam o' the sea 

Sodden H^t on earih and air. 
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1SIMD you here a wreath of blossoms blown, 
And woven flowers at sunset gathered, 
Another dawn had seen them ruined, and shed 
Loose leavea upon the grass at random sttown. 
By this, their sure example, be it known. 
That all your beauties, now in perfect flower. 
Shall fade as these, and wither in an hour, 
Floweriike, and brief of days, as the flower sown. 

Ah, time is flying, lady — time is flying; 

Nay, 'tis not time that flies but we that go. 
Who in short space shsdl be in churchyard lyini^ 

And of our loving parley none shaD know. 
Nor any man consider what we were; 
Be therefore kind, my love, wliiUs thou art fair. 
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THE ROSE. 



'^ ms, Mlgnonne, hath not the Roae, 
^ That lUa momlng did unclose 
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TO THE MOON. 



1550- 



HIDK this one night thj crescent, kindly Moon ; 
So shall Endymion faithful prOTe, and rest 

Loving and unawakened on thy breast; 
So shall no foul enchanter Importune 
Thy quiet couq^ ; for now the n^ht is boon, 

And through the friendly night nnseen I fare, 

Who dread the face of foemen unaware. 
And watch of hostile spies in the bright noon. 

Thou knowest. Moon, the bitter power of Love ; 

lis told how shepherd Pan found ways to move, 
For little price, thy heart ; and ol your grace. 

Sweet Stan, be kind to this not alien fire, 

Because on earth ye did not scorn desire, 
Bethink ye, now ye hold your heavenly place. 
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TO HIS VOUNG MISTRESS. 



ISSP. 

FAiB Bower of Gft««n spring*, tlut still 
Art scBTcdy btouomed from the bod, 
Vet hait such store of evU irill, 
A heait so full of hoidihood, 
Sedting to hide in friendly wise 
The mischief of ^ur mocking ejta. 

It joa have [ut;, child, i^ve o'ei; 

Give back the heait you stole fiom me. 
Pirate, setting so little store 
On this your captive from Love's sea, 
Holding hit misery for gun, 
And making pleasure of his p^. 

Another, not so fair of face. 

But far more [Htiful than you, 
Would take my heart, if of bis grace, 
Hy heart would give her of Love's due ; 
And she shall have it, dnce I £nd 
That you are cruel and unkind. 

Nay, I would rather that it died. 

Within your white hands piisonlng, 
Would rather that it still abide 
In your ungentle comforting. 
Than change its faith, and seek to her 
That is more kind, but not so fair. 

■8 
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DEADLV KISSES. 



'550- 



AH take these Ifps away; no more, 
No more such kisses give to me. 

Hy spirit fainla for joy; I see 
Through mists of death the dieamy shore, 
And meadows by the water-dde. 

Where aU about the Hollow Land 
Fare the sweet singers that have died. 

With their lost ladies, hand in hand ; 
Ah, Love, how fireless are their eyes. 

How pale their lips that kiss and smile 1 

So mine must be in little while 
If thou wilt kiss me in such wise. 
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OF HIS LADVS OLD AGE. 



RONSAKD, 
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ON HIS LADV'S WAKING. 



MY lad; woke upon a morning fair, 
What time ApoUo's chariot takes the ah 
And f^ to fill with arrows from her ejea 
His empty qaiver. Love was standing there: 
I saw two apples that her breast doth bear 
None such the close of the Hesperidcs 
Yields; nor hath Veoua any such ai these, 
Nor she that had of nuisllng Hats the care. 

Even such a bosom, and so fair it was, 
Pure as the perfect woilc of Phidias, 

That sad Andromeda's discomfiture 
Left bare, when Perseus passed her on a day, 
And pale as Death for fear of Death she lay. 

With ineast as marble cold, as marble pure. 
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HIS LADY'S DEATH. 
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HIS LADY'S TOMB. 



i5Sa 



As in the gaidens, all through tSaj, the rose, 
Lovely, and young, and fail apparelled. 
Makes suniiae jealous of her rosy red, 
When dawn apon the dew of dawning glows ; 
Graces and Loves within her breast repose. 

The woods are faint with the sweet odour shed. 
Till r^ns and heavy suns have stnitlen dead 
The languid flower, and the loose leaves unclose, — 

So this, the perfect beauty^of our days, 

When earth and heaven were vocal of her praise. 

The fates have sl^, and her sweet soul reposes; 
And tears I bring, and sighs, and on her tomb 
Pour milk, and scatter buds of many a bloom, 

That dead, as living, she may be with roses. 
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S OF HIS LADY. 



-I5S5- 

( the sand of wlwt far river lies 
e gold that gleams in tresaes of my Love } 
^eat drdc of the Heavens above 
with such stars as are hei eyeai 
Is the rich sea whose coral vies 
r red lips, that cannot kiss enough J 
iwn4it garden knew the rose, whereof 
inl lives in her cheeks* ros; guise i 

ut marble that is lovtiest, 

the whiteness of her brow and breasl ? 

drew she breath from ihe Sttbaean glade i 

kJc and river, sky and sea, 

od glades Sabsun, all that be 

)S splendid semblance of my maid I 
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MOONUGHT. 



Jacques Taburkao, 
>S»7 — ISSS- 

THE high Midnight was garlanding her h«ad 
With many a shining star in shining skiesi 
And, of her grace, a slumber on mine ejes, 

And, after soirow, quietness was shed. 
Far in dim fields cicalas jaigon^d 
A thin shrill clamour of complaints and cries ; 
And all the woods were pallid, in strange wise. 
With pallor of the sad moon orerapread. 

Then came my lady to that lonely place. 
And, froijLher palfrey stooping, did embrace 
And hAg upon my neck, and kissed me over; 
Wherefore the day is far less dear than night, 
And sweeter b the shadow than the tight. 
Since night has made me such a happy lover. 
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LOVE IN MAY. 
Pas»>at, 

1580- 

OFF with Bleep, love, ap fioin bed, 
Thla fair mom ; 
See, for our eyei the rosy red 
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Old and wiinUed on a day, 
Sftd and iieaiy shall jrou aay, 

'Ah, fool was I, 
Hiat took no pleasure in the giace 
Of the flower that from my fai:« 

Time has seen die.' 

Leave then sorrow, teen, and tears 

IIU we be old; 
Voung we are, and of onr jears 

1111 youth be cold 
Pluck the flower ; while spri:^ U gay 
In this happy month of May 

Love me, love; 
'Pm our joy in brimming measure { 
In this worid he hath no pleasure 

That will none thereof. 
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THE GRAVE AND THE ROSE. 



Victor Hvoo. 
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THE GENESIS OF BUTTERFLIES. 

VicTO* Hnoo. 

THE dawn is smiling on ths dew that covers 
The tearful roses; lo, the little lovers 
That kiss the bads, and all ths Sutteiingg 
In jasmine bloom, and privet, of white wings, 
That go and come, and fly, and peep and hide. 
With muffled muuc, munnored fai and wide I 
Ah, Spring time, when we think of all the lays 
That dreamy lovers send to dreamy mays. 
Of the fond hearts within a Irillet bound, 
Of all the soft silk paper that pens wound, 
Hie messages of love that mortals write 
Filled with intoxication of delight. 
Written In April, and before the May time 
Shredded and flown, plaj things for the wind's pUytkM, 
We dream that all white butterflies above. 
Who seek through clouds or waters souls to love. 
And leave their lady mistress in despair. 
To flit to flowers, as kinder and more fair. 
Are but torn love-letteis, that through the skies 
Flatter, and float, and diange to Butterflies. 
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MORE STRONG THAN TIME. 



ViCTOt Hooa 

SntCI I IiATe Mt mj Up* to yoDT fvU cup, mj nreet, 
Sbice I mf pallid face between ;our hands have l^d, 
Slncel have kaomi foot tool, and all the bloom of it, 
And all the perfame rare, now bailed in the thade; 

Since it wa« ^veo to me to hear oae h^p; while. 

The wordi lAei^ youi heatt apoke all its mfvteries, 
Since I have aaen fou mep, and since I hAve seen jrou 

Your tip* upon nj llpe, and yoar eyes apon my ejres ; 

Since I have known above my forehead glance and 
CJeam, 

A raj, a ain|^ lay, of yoor star, T^ed always. 
Since I hAve felt the fall, upon my lifetime's stream. 

Of one rose petal [ducked from the rose* of your 

I now am bold to sa; to the sirift changii^ hours, 
Paai, pass upon jour way, for I grow never old. 

Fleet to the dark abjim with all your fading flowen, 
One rose that none may pluck, within my heart I 
hold. 

Your flying wings may smite, but they can never spDl 
The cup fulfilled of love, from which my lips are wet ; 

My heart has far more fire than you have frost to chill, 
Hy soul mora love than you can make my soul forget. 



AN OLD TUNE. 



GdRASD on Nerval. 

THIM la an ail for which I would disown 
Hozart'B, Roasini'a, Weber's melodies, — 
A sweet sad air that languishes and sighs, 
And keeps its secret china for me alone. 

Wheoe'er I hear that music vagne and old, 
Two hnndred jean axe mist that tolls away; 

The thirteenth Louis reigns, and I behold 
A green land golden in the dying day. 

An old red caitlo. strong with stony towen, 
The windows gay with many coloured glass; 

Wide plains, and liveis flowing among flowers. 
That bathe the castle basement as they pass. 

In antique weed, with daiii eyes and gold hair, 
A lady jooks forth from her window high; 

It may be that I knew and found her fair, 
In some forgotten life, long time gone t^. 
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Alpxkd db Mduit. 

AOAIN I Me jon, all mj queen, 
Of all my old lovei that have been. 
The 6nt love, and the tendereit ; 
Do jov Temember or forget — 
Ah me, for I remember yet — 

How the lut aammer days were bleat f 

Ah lady, when we think of this, 
The foolish boms of youth and bliss. 

How fleet, how aweet, how hard to holdl 
How old we are, ere spring be green I 
You touch the limit of dghteen 

And I am twenty winters old. 

My rose, that mid the red roses, 
Wu brightest, ah, how pale she is I 

Vet keepe the beauty of her prime; 
ChDd, never Spanish lady's face 
Was lovely with so wild a grace ; 

Remember the dead summer time. 

Think (rf our loves, our feuds ol old. 
And bow you gave your diun of gold 

Tame for a peace (rffering; 
And how all night I lay awake 
To touch and kiss It for your sake, — 

To touch and kiss the lifeless thhig^, 
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lady, beware, for all we tay, 
This Love shall live another day. 

Awakened from hb deathly sleep ; 
The heart that onco haa been your shrine 
For other loves la too (Uvine; 

A home, my dear, too wide and deep. 

What did I uy— why do I dream? 
Why should I struggle with the stream 

Whose waves return not any day? 
Close heart, and eyes, and arms from me ; 
Farewell, farewell I so must it be. 

So runs, so runs, the world away. 

The season bears npon its wing 
The swallows and the songs of spring, 

And days that were, and days that flit ; 
The loved lost hours are far away; 
And hope and &me are scattered spray 
For me, that gave you love a day 

For you that not remember it. 
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SPRING IN THE STUDENT'S QUARTER. 



Hbnki Hvrokk. 



Look up, look out, behold ths swallows. 
The throats that twitter, the wings that beat; 

And on their song the summer follows, 
And In the summer life is sweet. 



With the green tender buds that know 

The shoot and sap of lusty spring 
Hy neigjibotir of » year agp 

Her casement, see, is opening; 
Through all the tntter months that were. 

Forth from her nest she dared not flee. 
She was a study for Boucher, 

She now mi^t sit to Gavani. 
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OLD LOVES. 
Hknki Huxokx. 

LOUISE, have ]ron forgotten ytt 
The corner of the flowery land, 



Louise is dead, and, wdl-a-dajrl 

Marie a sadder path haa ta'en; 
And pale Ctnistine has passed awaj 

In Houthem suns to bloom again. 
Alas) fot onaand all of us — 

Ilaiie, Louise, Christine foiget ; 
Out bower of love ts ruinous. 

And I alone remember jet. 
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Hbhki Hukobk, 
.850. 

YBTTKRDAY, watdiing the swallowi' Sight 
TitM bring the epriog and th« Mtuons faii 
A moment I thought of the beaotj bright 

Who loved me, when ahe had time to apeie ; 
And dmmilj, dreamily all the daj, 

I mnicd on the calendar of the jew. 
The year to near and so far awaj, 

When you were lief, and when I w» dew. 

Youi memoTj has not had time to pan ; 

My jonth haa daya of it* lifetime yet j 
If you only knocked at the door, alaa. 

My heart would op«n the door, Haaette 1 
Still at your name must my ud heart beat; 

Ah Uose, ah m^den of failhleMoeasI 
Return for a moment, and deign to eat 

The t»ead that [deamre was wont to Mesa. 

The tables and curtains, the chairs and all. 
Friends of our pleasure that looked on oar pa 

Are glad with the gladness of feotiTal, 
Hoping to see you at home again; 
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Come, let the (Ujrs of th«r mourning pus, 
The silent friends that are sad for you yet ; 

The little sofa, the great wine glass — 

Pot know you had often my share, Hosette. 

Come, you shall wear the raiment white 

You wore of old, when the woiid was gay, 
We irill wander in woods of the heart's delight 

The whole of the Sunday holiday. 
Come, we will sit fay the wayside inn. 

Come, and your song will gain force to fly, 
DipiHUg its wing in the clear and thin 

Wine, M of old, ere it scale the sky. 

Musette, who had scarcely forgotten withal 

One faeautif ut dawn of the new year's best. 
Returned at the end of the carnival, 

A flown faiid to a forsaken nest. 
Ah faithlesB and fairl I embrace her yet. 

With no heart-beat, and with never a sigh i 
And Musette, no longer the old Musette, 

Declares that I am no longer L 

Farewell, my dear that was once so dear. 

Dead with the death of oar latest love; 
Our youth is laid in its sepulchre. 

The ca lendar stands for a stone above. 
lis only in searching the dust of the days. 

The ashes of all old memories. 
That we find the key of the woodland ways 

That lead to the place of our paradise. 



THE THREE CAPTAINS. 

ALL beneath the whiU-roae tree 
Walks • ladr fair to aee. 
She U M white u the raowt. 
She U ■• fair as the day: 

From hei father^ guden doee 
Three ksighta have ta'en her away. 

He ha* ta'en ber by tbe hand, 
Tbe jroungest of the three — 

■ Uount and ride, m; bonnie bride, 
On my white bone with me.' 

And ever they rode, and better rode, 
-Till they c«me to Senlls town, 
The hostCM she looked hard at them 
As they were lighting down. 

' And arei ye here by force,' she said, 

* Or are ye here for play i ' 
' From out my father's garden dose 

Three knigbta me stole away. 

■And fain would I win back,' she said, 

'The weaiy way I come i 
And fain would see my father dear, 

And fun go maiden home.* 



' Oh, weep not, lad]r fair,* Mid the, 
' You shall win h»ck,' she said, 

'For you shall take this dian^t from me 
Will make you lie for dead.' 

■Come to and sup, fait lad;,* they said, 
' Come busk ye and be bright j 

It is with three bold captains 
That ye must be this night' 

When they had eaten well and drank, 

She fell down like one slain : 
' Now, out and alas I for my bonny may 

Shall live no more again.' 

■ Within her bther'a garden stead 

There are three white lilies; 
With her body to the lily bed, 

WUh her soul to Fandiae.' 

They bore her to her father's house. 

They bore her all the. three, 
They laid her in her father's dose, 

Beneath the white-roee tree. 

She had not lain a day, a day, 

A day but barely three. 
When the may awakes, ' Oh, open, father. 

Oh, open the door for me. 

*1ls I have lain for dead, father, 
Have lain the long days three. 

That I might maiden come agun 
To my mother and to thee.' 
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THE BRIDGE OF DEATH. 

( n-iHE dance la on the Bridge of Death 

1 And who will dance with me f 
■Thete'i never a man of living men 
Will dare to dance with thee.' 

Now Haigatefs gone within her bower 

Put ashes in her hair, 
And sackcloth on her boimj breast. 

And on her shouldeie bare. 

There came a knock to her bower door. 

And blithe she let him in; 
It was her brother from the wars, 

The dearest of her kin. 

Set gold within your hair, Margaret, 

Set gold irithin your hair, 

And gold upon your girdle band. 

And on your breast so fair. 

' For we are Udden to dance to^ght. 

We may not tnde away; 
This one good night, this one fair night, 

Before the red new day.' 

■Nay, no gold for my head brother, 

Nay, no gold for my hair; 
It is the ashes and dust of eaith 

That you and 1 must wear. 
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' No gold work for my girdle band. 

No gold work on my feel; 
But ashes of the lire, my love, 

But diut that the serpents eat.' 

They danced across the Bridge of Death, 

Above the black water. 
And the maniage-betl was tolled in hell 

For the souls of him and her. 
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LE PERE severe. 

■ura loOb' DAnnaTUL 

Ballad of thi Islb of Fka»ck. 

KIKG Loult on hit bridge b he, 
He holds bis daughter od hb knee. 



At ending of the seventh year 
Her father goes to visit her. 



'My feet are wasted in the mould, 
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'HE MILK WHITE DOE. 

Tt WW ft tnothw and a maid 
I That walked the woods among, 
Lod rtUl the moid went slow and sad. 
And atill the mother sung. 

What ailB you, daughter MaiKuet? 

Why go you pale and won? 
I it for a cast of bitter love. 

Or for a fabe leman f ' 

t is not for a. false lover 
That I go sad to see ; 
lit it ia for a weaiy life 
Beoeath the greenwood tree. 

'or ever in the good daylight 
A maiden may I go. 
It always on the ninth midnight 
I change to a milk white doe. 

hey hunt me through the green forest 
With hounds and hunting men ; 
td ever it is my fair brother 
rhat is BO fierce and keen.* 

ood-mom>w, mother.' 'Good-morrow, so 
Where are your hounds lo good?' 
h, they are hunting a white doe 
Within the glad greenwood. 
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■And tiiree tfm«s have diejr hnnted her, 
And thrice ■he's won awa;; 

The fourth dme that they follow her 
That white doe thejr shall tlty.' 

Then out and spoke the forester, 
Ab he came from the wood, 

' Now never saw I maid^ gold hair 
Amoi^ the wild deer^ Uood. 

' And I have hnnted the wild deer 



Then up and spake her fair brother, 
Between the wine and bread, 

■ Behold, I had but one sUter, 
And I have been her dead.' 

'But ye mnst bofy my sweet sister 

With a stone at her feet and her head. 

And ye must cover her fair body 
With the white roses and red.' 

And I must out to the greenwood. 
The roof shall never shelter me; 

And I shall Ke for aeven long years 
On the grass below the hawthorn tree. 
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A LADY OF HIGH DEGREE. 



WILL yc that I ihould dDg 
Of the love of a goodljr thing, 
Was no vUein'a may? 
Ti* sung of a knight so free. 
Under the olive tree. 
Singing thii la;. 

Her weed was of samite fine. 
Her mantle of white ermine, 

Gteen dlk her hose ; 
Her shooD with silver gay, 
Her sandals flowen of I^y, 

Laced small and cloie. 

Her belt was of fresh spring buds, 
Set with gold claq» and studs. 

Fine linen her shift; 
Her pune it was of love. 
Her chun wa> the flower thereof, 

And Love's gift. 

Upmi a mule she rode. 
The seUe was of brent gold. 

The bits of ulver made; 
Three red rose trees there were 
That overshadowed her. 

For a sun shade. 
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She riding on a day, 
KnJgfats met her by the way, 

They did her grace; 
' Fair lady, whence be ye F ' 
■ France it is my countrie, 

I come of a high race. 

'My sire is the nightingale, 
That sings, making his wail. 

In the wild wood, clear; 
The mermaid is mother to me. 
That sings in the salt sea. 

Id the ocean mere.' 

' Ye come of a right good race. 
And are bom of a high place. 

And of high degree; 
Would to God that ye were 
Given unto me, b^ng fair, 

My ladj and love to be.' 
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LOST FOR A ROSE'S SAKE. 



With the willow ln>*ea 
M; hguids I dried. 
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BALLADS OF MODERN GREECE. 
THE BRIGAND'S GRAVE. 

TUB mooD came up above the bill, 
Tbe sun went down tbe sea; 
Go, maids, and fetch the well-water. 
But, lad, come iiert to me. 

Gird on mj jack and my old sword. 

For I have never a son ; 
And you must be the chief of all 

When I am dead and gone. 

But you mu«t take my old broad sword. 
And cut the green bough of the tree, 

And strew the green boughs on the ground 
To make a scrft death bed for me- 

And you must bring the holy priest 

That I may sained be; 
For I have lived a roving life 

Kfty years under the greenwood tree. 

And you shall make a grave for me. 

And make it deep and wide; 
That I may turn about and dream 
~ With my old gun by my side. 

And leave a window to the east. 
And the swallows will bring the spring; 

And all the merry month of May 
The nightingales will sing. 

51 



THE SUDDEN BRIDAL. 

IT was a Dudd \a.j ^dc of love, 
Allfoialemanf^; 
And it was three of her bower-majdeni 

That came to comfort hei. 



' When you have crossed the westem hUls 

My true love yoa shUl meet, 
With a green flag blowing over him. 

And green grass at his feet.' 

She hsu crossed over the high hills, 

And the low hills between. 
And she has found the may's teman 

Beneath a flag of green. ' 
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she rote up from hei window wat, 
And she looked out to see; 

Her love come riding up the street 
With a good]; compauj. 

He was cUd on with Venice gold. 
Wrought upon cnunoisie, 

His jellow hair shme like the sun 
About hii fair body. 
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' And 70D have klsMd the lips of love 

Aod drained the well-water. 
And yoD have apc^ed the mnnii^ spiinK 

And robbed the fndta so biz.' 

' Now he that will may scatter nuts. 

And he may wed that will; 
But ahe that was my old true love 

Shall be my tnie love still.' 
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GREEK FOLK SONGS. 



lANNOULA. 

ALL the nuldeiu were menj and wed 
An to loren so fair to tee; 
The lover I took to my bridal bed 
He b not long for love and me. 

I epoke to him and he nothing (aid. 

I gave him bread of the wheat so fine, 
He did not eat of the bridal bread. 

He did Dot drink of the bridal wine. 

I made him a bed was soft and deep, 
I made him a bed to sleep with me; 

■ Look on me once before you ile^ 
And look on the flower of my fair body. 

' Flowen of April, and freih Maj-dew, 
Dew of April and bods of May ; 

Two white Uossoms that bud for yon, 
Bnds that blossom before the day.' 
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THE TELL-TALES. 



Aij. in the mirk midnight when I was beside you, 
Who has seen, who has heard, what was Mid, 
what was done ? 
Twaa the night and the light of the stars that espied 

you. 
The fall of the moon, and the dawning begun. 

Tib a swift star baa fallen, a star that dlscoveis 
To the sea what the green sea has told to the oars. 

And the oaiB to the sailors, and they of as loveis 
Go dngiiig this song at thw mistress^ doon. 
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TWIUGHT ON TWEED. 

THBKS crests against the saffron sky, 
Befoad the pnrple plane, 
The dear remeDibcFed melody 
Of Tweed once more again. 

Wan water from the border hills, 
Dear viuce from the old years. 

Thy distant music lulls and adlU, 
And moves to quiet teais. 

Like a loved ghost thy fabled flood 
Fleets throi^h the dusky landj 

Where Scott, come home to die, has stood, 
Hy feet letuming stand. 

A mist of memory broods and floats, 

The border waters flow ; 
The air is full of ballad notes, 

Bome out of long ago. 

Old songs that song themselves to me, 
Sweet through a boy's day dream, 

While trout below the blossom'd tree 
Plashed in the golden stream. 

Twilight, and Tweed, and Eildon Hill, 

Fair and thrice ftur you be; 
Vou tell me that the voice is stUl 
■ That should have welcomed me. 
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ONE FLOWER. 



* Up then ihot ■ Uljr nd, 

WItb ■ patch of suth from the land of llw dud, 

Foe ibc wiu nnnc Ui ths luid of tbe deoiL" 



w- 



n tuns ore soft, and 8«a winds moan. 
And golden fruits malce sweet the golden air, 

In gardens wbere the apple blowomi were. 
In these old ipringa before 1 waUied alone; 
I paM among the pathways overgrown. 

Of alt the former flowers that kissed jour feet 

Remains a poppf, pallid from the heat, 
A wild poppy that the wild winds have sown. 
Ala* I the tom forgets your bands ol rose ; 

The lUies ilnmber in the lily bed ; 
Tls only poppiei in the dreamy dose. 

The changeless, windlesa garden ti the dead. 
You tend, with buds soft as yonr kiu that lies 
In over h^>pj dreams, upon mine eyes. 
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METEMPSYCHOSIS. 

1 SHALL not see thee, naj, but 1 shall know 
Perchance, th; grejr ejres tn another's ejres, 
Shall guess th j cuds in gradoua locks that flow 
On purest brows, yea, and the swift suimise 
ShaH foUow, and track, and find thee in disguise 
Of all sad things, and fair, where sunsets glow, 
When through the scent of heather, faint and low. 
The weak wind whispeis to the day that dies. 

From aD sweet art, and out of all ' old rhyme,' 
Thine eyes and lips are light and song to me; 

The shadows of the beauty of all time, 
Carven and sung, at« only shines of thee ; 

Alas, the shadowy sh^iesl ah, tweet my dear. 

Shall life or death bring all thy being near? 
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LOST IN HADES. 

IDUUUKD that somewhere in the shadowy place. 
Grief of farewell unspoken was forgot 
In welcome, and regret remembered not ; 
And hopeless prayer accomi^ished turned to praise 
Oa lips that had been songless many daysi 
Hope bad no more to hope for, and desire 
And dread wera overpast, in white attire 
New bom we walked among the new world's ways. 

Then from the press of shades a spirit threw 
Towards me such apples as these gardens bear; 

And turning, I was 'ware of her, and knew 
And followed her fleet voice and flying hair, — 

Followed, and found her not, and seeking you 
I found you never, dearest, anywhere- 



THB perfect piteou* beautjr of thj face, 
Ii like a. atai the dawning drives awaj ; 
Mine ejes maj never ice in the bright da^ 
Thj paUld halo, th; supemal grace : 
But in the night from forth the lileot place 
Thou comest. dim in dreams, as dotb a stray 
Star of the atury flock that In the grey 
Is Betat, and lost, and seen a moment's space. 

And as the etuth at night tuma to a star. 
Loved long ago, and dearer than the stu. 

So in the sfriritual ptoce ahi. 
At night oar soula are minted and made one, 

And wait till one night fall, and one dawn riie, 

That brings no noon too sjdendld for yonr eyes. 



Bj Ihc tauupit d cemln Gndao 
mkrinei^ whoi brinf ufdj ntumed 
trail the wir about Tn>T, Ian fel 
ftgihi their old Ividt uid ffodi, KeUnf 
(her know not iriul, uul ckoodiic nei- 
ther to abide fai the fair Phzadu iilaiid, 
nor to dwell aod die with the Slim, U 
leDfth end niecrablj In a dMCrt cdodItt 
l>T the tea, ia act forth the Vtnlfy ^ 
Udamhelj. And by the lud of Phiewda 
if to be UDdentood the place ol Art and 
of lair Pleaaoru ; and bj Clrce'i lale, the 
placet of bodQf deli^ta, whereof meo, 
falling awearr, att^n Id £ld, and to the 
daikneu nt Ihal !(«. Which thine 
Miater Fran^ojn Rabelaii feigned, un- 
der the dmilltude of tlie lale of Ibe 



THE SEEKERS FOR PHvGACIA. 






Phekr is a land In the remotest day. 

Where the soft night is bom, and sunset dies ; 
Hie easteni shores see faint tides fade awa;, 
Iltat wash the lands where laughter, teais and 
dgbs. 
Make life, — the lands beneath the blue of common 



But in the west is a mfsterioua sea, 

( What sails liaTe seen it, or what shipmen known t ) 
With coasts enchanted where the Sirens be, 

With islands where a Goddess walks alone. 
And in the cedar trees the magic winds make moan- 
Eastward the human csues of house and home. 

Cities, and ships, and unknown Gods, and loves; 
Westward, strange maidens fairer than the foam. 

And lawless hves of men, and haunted grovei, 
Wherein a God may dwell, and where the Diyad raves. 

The Gods are careless of the days and death 
Of toilsome men, beyond the western seas,' 

The Gods are heedless of thdr painful breath, 
And love them not, for they are not as these; 
But in the golden west they live and lie at ease, 
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Yet the FluMUJftii* vbU they love, iriio live 
At the list's limit, passing careleu hoiin, 

Hoat like the Gods; and the; have gifts to give, 
Even wine, end fountains musical, and floireiSt 
And song, and if they wQl, swift ships, and magic 

It is a quiet midland; In the cool 

Of twilight comes thq God, thoo^ no man prayed, 
To watch the maids and young men beautiful 

Dance, and they see htm, and are not afraid, 
For they are near of kin to Goda, and undismayed. 

Ah, would the bright ted prows might bring us nigh 
The dreamy Isle* that the Immortals keep t 

Bat with a mist they hide them wondrously. 

And far the path and dim to where they sleep, — 
The loved, the shadowy lands along the shadowy deep. 



A SONG OF PH.£ACIA. 
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Great fniU*, fngnnt, green and golden, 
Gleuu In the gteea, and droop and fall; 

Bkwaom, and bad, and flower nnfoldeD, 
Swing, and ding to &» gaiden wall. 

Deep fa) the woods aa twilight darkens, 
Glade* are red with ^ acented fire ; 

Far in the dells the iriiile maid heaifcens, 
Song and ri^ of the heart's dedie. 

Ah, and as moonlight fades in morning, 
Bfajden's song in the matin grey, 

F^ts as the fint bird's note, a warning, 
Wakes and walla to the new-born day. 



The waking song and the dying m 
Meet, and the wudi^ and waning l^^t 

Meet, and faint with the hours of pleasare. 
The rose of the sea and the sky is while. 
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THE DEPARTURE FROM PH-EACIA. 



Trk Ph^kacuns. 
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Y from the dreamy meadows, 
More fair than anjr dream, 
Wh; will ;ou Beek the shudowa 
BeTOtid the ocean stream f 

Throogh straits of storm and peril, 
Throngb Siths uniailed before, 

Whj make jrou for the sterile, 
The dark Kimmerian shore ? 

There no bright streams are flowing. 
There day and night are one. 

No harvest time, no sowing. 
No sight of anf snn; 

No sound of song or tabor, 

No dance shall greet jon there; 

No noise of mortal labour. 
Breaks on the blind chill air. 

Are ouis not happjr place*, 
Where Gods with mortals trod? 

Saw not OUT dres the faces 
Of maof a present God t 



Ths Skxkbes. 

Nbj, now no God comes bithei. 
Id sliApe th&t men Duy 80c ; 

They fare we know not whither, 
We know not wh«t thej bo. 

Yea, thoogh the soiuet lingen 

Far in jour fuiy ^ades, 
Thoogh youn the sweetest singers. 

Though joun the kindMt maids. 

Vet here be the troe shadows. 
Here in the doubtfol li^t ; 

Amid the dream; meadows 
No shadow haunts the night. 

We seek a dty splendid. 
With light beyond the sun; 

Or lands where dreams are ended, 
And works and days are dcoe. 
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A BALLAD OF DEPARTURE.' 
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THEY HEAR THE SIRENS FOR THE 
SECOND TIME. 

Tux weatj sails a moment dept. 
The oan were ulent for a space. 
As past Hesperian shores we swept, 
That were as a remembeied face 
Seen after lapse of hopeless yeais, 

In Hades, when the shallows meet, 
Dim throng the mist e£ many lean. 
And strange, and though a shadow, tweet. 

So seemed the half-remembered shore. 

That slnmbered, mlirored in the blue, 
With havens where we touched of yore. 

And ports that over well we knew. 
Then broke the calm before a breeze 

That sought the secret of the west ; 
And listlua all we swept the seas 

Towards the Islands Of the Blest. 

Beside a golden sanded bay 

We saw the Sirens, ver; fair 
The flowery hill whereon they lay, 

The flowers set upon their hair. 
Their old sweet song came down the wind, 

Remembered music waxing strong, 
Ah now no need (rf cords to bind. 

No need had we of Orphic song. 



It once had seemed a, little thing. 

To Uj OUT Urac down at their feet. 
That djlng we might hear them sing. 

And djing see thdr faces sweet; 
But now, we glanced, and passing b]r. 

No care had we to tan; long ; 
Faint hope, and rest, and memoiy 

Were more than any Siren's song. 
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CIRCE'S ISLE REVISITED. 

AH, Ciice, Circ«l in the wood w« cried; 
Ah, Circe, Circet but no vdce re^»d; 
No vdce from bowers o'ergrown and romons 
As fallen rock* npon the mountain ude. 



No light of laoghtng eyea, or floating hair. 

Tie peifome, and the music, and the Same 

Had pawed awajr; the memory of shame 

Alone abode, and stings of bint desire. 

And puloea cf vague quiet went and came. 

Ah, Circe ! in thj sad changed faiij place, 

Onr dead Vouth came and looked on us a space. 

With drooping wings, and eyes of faded Gte, 
And wasted hair about a weaij face. 

Why had we ever sought the ma^c isle 
That seemed so happy in the days erewhile? 

Whjr did we ever leave it, where we met 
A worid (rf Iu4^ wondeis in one smile 7 

Back to the westward and the waning ]igkt 
We turned, we fled; the solitade of night 

Was better than the infinite r^ret. 
In fallen places cf our dead ddight 



THE LIMIT OF LANDS. 



BETWKiN the diding ocean sea 
And the poplara of Fereqihone 
There lies a strip of bairen und. 
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Ahi flowen and dance ! ah, sun and ii 
Glad life, aad Me we did forego 



Ah, would the fleet aweet roaea here 
Pouted Ugfat and petfums thrOD|^ the drear 
Pale Tear, and wan land of the weat. 

Sad yoath, that let the ipiing go by 
BeCMwe the apting la awift to fljr, 

Sad foolh, that feared to monin or love, 
Beh^ how ladder f»r ia thia. 
To know that reat ia nowiae bliaa, 

And dariuieaa ia the end thereof. 



.- Cooslo 
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FRANCE jour connhy, ai ve know ; 
Room enough for guessing yet. 
What 1^ now or long ago, 

KiBBod uid named yoa — Coltnette. 
In what 6elda from tea to sea, 

By what stKMU jrour home was act, 
Loire or Sdne waa glad of thea, 
Maine or Rhone, O Cdinette? 

Did joo Btand with 'maidens ten. 

Fairer maids were never seen,' 
When the yonng king and his men 

Passed among the orchards gioen ? 
Nay, old i^ii'ii* have a note 

Moumfol, we would fain forget ; 
No such sad old air should float 

Round yoor yonng brows, Colinette. 

Say, did Ronaard sing to yoa, 

Shepherdess, to lull his pain. 
When the c«nrt went wandering through 

Rose {deasancea of Toarainef 
Ronsard and his 6unons Rose 

Long are dust the breeses fnt; 
You, within the garden date. 

You are blooming CoUnMte. 
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Hftve I Mcu jtm ptoad ind gajr. 
With a patched uid perfumed be»n, 

Datidng throQgh the summer d»y, 
HIaly lammer of WaUeauF 

Nay, ao tweet a maid as 70U 
Never walked a minuet 

Witt) the splendid courtly crew; 
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A SUNSET OF WATTEAU. 



'^HK ailk Mil fin*, the aoft winds wake. 
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Come, he hai Bed} yon ore not joo. 

And I no more am I ; 
DeU^l li changeful aa the hue 
Of heaven, that U no longer Uue 

In fOnder soniet aky. 

Nay, if ve oedt we ahsdl not find. 

If we knodi dodc openeth ; 
Najr, see, the soiuet fades behind 
The mountains, and the cold night wind 
Blows from the house of Death. 
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A NATIVITY OF SANDRO BOTTICELLI. 



( 1 1 rKOVQHT in the iTOublons times of Italy 
VV By Sandro Botticelli,' when for fear 
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SONGS AND SONNETS 
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TWO HOMES. 



w- 



HmD AT CARUVUH*. nFT. 1870. 

T does the dim gtue of the dying find 
To walcen dream or memoiy, se^ng you I 

In yoDT sweet eyes iriiat other eyes are blue? 
And in your hair what gold hair on the wind 
Floats of the days gone almost out of mind i 
In deep green valleys of the Fatherland 

He may remember girls with locks like thine; 
May dream how, where the w^tii^ angeb stand. 

Some lost love's eyes are dim before they shbie 

With welcome : — so past homes, or homes to be. 
He sees a moment, ere, a moment Mnd, 

He crosses Beath's inhospitable sea. 
And with brief passage of those barren lands 
Comes to the home that is not made mth hands. 
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SUMMER'S ENDING. 

THE flags below the ahtdowy fern 
Shine like spean between aun and aea. 
The tide end the sammer bcpn to turn, 
And ah, for hearts, for hetfita that yearn, 
For fire* of autumn that catch and bum. 

For love gone out between thee and me. 

The wind b up and the weather broken, 

Blue seas, Uae ejt» are grieved and gre)', 
listen, the word that the wind has spoken, 
LJslen, the sound of the sea, — a token 
That suminei's over, and trotba are broken, — 
That loves depart as the faonra decaj. 

A love has passed to the loves passed over, 
A month has fled to the months gone by ; 

And none may follow, and none recover 

July and June, and never a lover 

May stay the wings of the Loves that hover. 
As fleet as the light in a snnset sky. 
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NIGHTINGALE WEATHER. 



11 M chule pu pour mud, 

J'en il OD, Dim meid.'— Old Fb»h 



I'll never be a. nun, I trow. 
While apple bloom U white as Bnow, 
But far more fail to see; 
lit never wear nun's Uack and white 
While nl^tingales make sweet the night 
Within the apple tree. 

Ah, listen I 'tis the nightingale. 
And in the wood he makes his wail, 

Withfai the apple tree ; 
He nngeth of the sore distress 
Of tsaaij ladies loverless ; 

Thank God, no song for me. 

For when the broad May moon is low, 

A gold f niit seen where blossoms blow 

In the bou^s of the uppia tree, 
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A step I knowia it the gate; 
Ah love, but it ii long to mdt 
Until ni^t'i Doon bring thee I 

Between luk's M>ng and nightingale's 
A sllenl ^ace, while dawning pales. 

The bird's leave still and free 
For words and kisses mtmcal, 
For silenoe and for si^ that fall 

In the dawn, *twixt him and me. 
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LOVE AND WISDOM. 



JULY and June broi^ht flowen and Iotb 
To jou, but I would none thereof, 
Whoae heart k^t all tluongh summer time 
A flower of froat and winter rime. 
Yoora wai true wiidom — was it not^ — 
Even love; but I had dean foisol, 
Tin seawins of the foiling leaf, 
AU loves, but one that tamed to grief. 
At length at touch of autumn tide. 
When roses fell, and summer died, 
AU in a dawning deep with dew. 
Love flew to me, love fled from yon. 
The^foaea drooped their wearj heads, 
I spoke among the garden beds ; 
You would not hear, joa could not know, 
Summer and love seemed long ago, 
As far, as faint, aa dim a dream, 
Ai to the dead this woild ma^ seem. 
Ah sweet, in winter's miseries. 
Perchance you may remember this, 
How wisdom woa not jnstiGed 
In summer time or autumn-tide, 
Thoui^ for this once below the sun, 
Wisdom and love were made at one; 
But love was Utter-bought enough. 
And wisdom light of wing as love. 
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KISS mo, and txj Kood-bje; 
Good-bys, there is no word to m; bat dUa, 
Noi any lipa Uf t for my lips to kiss. 
Nor any teais to shed, whea these teais diy; 
Kiss me, and say. good-bye. 

Farewell, be g^ad, forget; 

There is no need to say 'forget,' I know. 
For youth is yonth, and time will have it so. 

And thou|^ your lips are pale, and your eyes wet. 

Farewell, yon most forget. 

You shall bring home jonr sheaves, 

Uanj, and heary, and with Uoesoms twined 
Of memories that go not out of mind; 

Let this one sheaf be twined with poj^y leaves 

When joo bring home your sheaves. 

In garnered loves of thine. 

The ripe good fndt of many hearts and years. 
Somewhere let this lie, grey and salt with tears ; 

It grew too near tlie sea wind, and the brine 

Of life, tliia love of mine. 
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Thii shoaf waa spcdled In ipringi 

And OTer4ong ma green, and earij aere, 
And never gathered gold in the late Teat 

From aatomn sntu, and moons of haireitin^ 

But failed in froata of apilng. 

Yet was it thine lU)' sweet, 

This love, though weak as jioung com withered. 
Whereof no man dut gather and make bread; 

Thine, thot^ it never knew the summer heat ; 

Forget not qmte, my aweet 
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AN OLD PRAYER. 



Xa^ fm, i BsrlXns, tutfonph AStt t^pv 
'EX^ ral Mmtm, rk r 4w' irtf<innin rAon-w. 
OOYSS«V, xiiL S 



M' 



■ V pnijrer an old pnyer borrowelh. 
Of uid«nt love and memory — 
• Do thon foewell, till Eld and Death, 
That come to all men, come to tbee.' 
Gently as winter^ eariy breath. 
Scarce felt, what time the amllowa Bee, 
To lands whereof oe man kttotoiti 

So with thy >oul may aummer be. 
Even as the andent unger salth, 
■ Do thou farewell, till Eld and Death, 
That come to all men, corns to thee.' 
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LOVE'S MIRACLE. 
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ITH other helpless folk about the gate, 
The gate called Beautiful, with weary eyes 
That take no pleasure in the summer skies. 
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HK ipake not tmth, faowsver irise, who tald 
That haiq>7, and that h^)leM men in ileep 
Have equal fortune, fallen from care ai deep 
As cotintleu, carelew, racei of the dead. 
Mot lo, for alien pathi of dreams we tread, 
And one lieholds the faces that he sighs 
In vain to bring before his da^Ut eyes. 
And waking, he ramembeia on his bed ; 

And one with fainting heart and fe^le hand 
Fights a dim battle in a donbtful land. 

Where strength and conmge were of no avail ; 
And one is bame on fidrj Imeies lat 
To the bright harboun of a golden itsx 

Down fragrant fleedng waters roey pale. 
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FAIRY LAND. 



N l^ht of aiuuiM and ionsettiDg, 
The long days lingered, in foigeldng 
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Of mddena in the dara that were; 
And if DO laughter Ells the air 
With soond af Bilvei muimoiiiigs. 
And If no prajer of passion brings 
A love nl^ dead to life agahi. 
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TWO SONNETS OF THE SIRENS. 



EB «Btw«Dt taut Indiiui unies ct fidcUei 
c Piuert^nc, qD'eUu ettoient tovjoon 
cnKBble. EmuH dn jiute dnil d* I* pnta de law 
chin OHnpagne, ct amjil* joMIW* w dciupofr, clka 
('nmntreiil 1 k mtr SldliiuM. cr& pu lean chuu 
cUca aRlrDleiit lei lUTlguiiT m^ I'lmlqafi fin d« la 
Tolopt^ de Ibvt mudqiu «st U Mort.' — Pontus di 



THE Sirens once were m^ens inr 
That through the water-meads with Proseipine 
Plucked DO fire-bearled fiowen, but were content 

Cool frilillaijes and flag-flowen to twine. 

With lilies woven and with wet woodUne; 
nil once they sought the bright ^tnscan flowers. 
And their bright mistress fled from summer hours 

With Hades, down the irremeable decline. 
And they have sought her all the wide world through 

Till many years, and wisdom, and much wrong 
Have filled and changed their song, and o'er the blue 

Rings deadly sweet the magic of the song. 
And whoso hears must listen till he die 
Far on the fiowery shores of Sicily. 



So U b with tU« do^Dg ut of ovn, 
Tlut once with maid* mnt nuidcnllke, and played 
With woven duice* In the popUi-^hade, 
And all her tong was bat of lady's bowera 
And the retaining iwallow*, and apiing-flowen, 
mi forth td eeak a ihadow-qaBen ihe Bliajcd, 
A ahadowj land; and pow hath orenreigfacd 
Her singing cha^det with the snow and showen. 
Yea, fair well-water for the Utter brine 
She left, and t>y the maigin of life's tea 

SingSt and her song is full of the sea's moan. 
And wild with dread, and love of Pioaeridne; 
And whoeo mice has listened to her, he 
His whole life long is slave to her alone. 
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A LA BELLE HfiLfeNE. 

Aftbk Ron sard. 

B doady than the clinging vine 
About the wedded tree. 
Clasp thou thine arms, ah, mistreM nine I 

About the hevt of me. 
Or seem to sleep, and stoop jour face 

Soft on mj sleeping eyes, 
Breathe in your life, your heart, your grace, 

Through me, In kiswng wise. 
Bow down, bow down your face, I prajr. 

To me that swoon to death. 
Breathe back the life jion kissed away, 

Breathe back four lussing breath. 
So by your eyes I swear and say. 

My mighty oath and sure. 
From your kind arms no tn^den may 

Hy loring heart allure. 
Ill bear your yoke, that's light oiough, 

And to the E1y«an plain. 
When we are dead of love, my love. 

One boat shall bear us twain. 
They'll £ock around jon, fleet and fair. 

All tnie loves that have been. 
And you of all the shadows there, 

Shall be the shadow queen. 
Ah ihadmD-lovet, and ihadevhlifi I 

Ak, while 'Hi ealUd le^y, 
Zmv mt, my l(wi,for tummir tlifs. 

And AvgHit lib] amay. 
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SYLVIE ET AURfiLIE. 



IN MKUORT or CiRAKD DK 



That other love, afield, afar 

Fled the light love, with lighter feet. 

Nay. though thou seek where gravesteads are. 

And flit in dreams from star to star, 
That dead )ove shalt thou never meet. 

Till through blealc dawn and blowing tain 

Thj fled soul find her sou! again. 
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A LOST PATH. 



PlotlBO*, the Gnck plillow>i>h«', ba 



ALAS, the path is loat, we cannot leave 
Oar bright, our donded life, and pas* awa; 
As throu|^ strewn douds, that stain the quiet ere, 

To bdght* remoter of the purer day. 
The soul nia; not, returning whence she came. 

Bathe herself deep io Being, and foiget 
The jofi that fever, and the cares that fret, 

Made once more one with the eternal flame 

That breathes in all tiuap ever more the same. 
She would be joung again, thus drinking deep 

Of her old life ; and this has been, men sa;^. 
But this we know not, who have only sleep 

To soothe us, sleep more teniUe than day. 
Where dead delights, and fair lost faces stray. 

To make us weary at our wakening; 
And of that tongJost path to the Divbe 
We dream, as some Greek shepherd erst might ung. 

Half credulous, of easy Proserpine, 
And of the lands that lie 'beneath the day^ decline.' 
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And borne me from the tUtnt ahadowj hills, 

Hither, to noise and glow of alien life, 

To hatah aad damorons swords, and sound of wail 

One speaks onto me words that would be sweet. 
Made banh, made keen with love that knows me not, 
And some strange force within ma or around. 
Hakes answer, kiss for kiss, and sigh for sigh. 
And somewhere there is fever in the halls, 
That trouUes me, for no sach tronUe came 
To vex the cool far hollows of the hills. 

The foolish folk crowd round me, and they ciy, 
That house, and wife, and lands, and all Troy town, 
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An little to loM, If they nuy keep me here. 
And Me me flit, a pale uid tUent shade, 
AmoDg the atreeb bertft, and hdplest ahrinea. 

At other boon another life aeenu mine, 
Vniere ooe great river nini uruwollen of rain, 
Bj pfiamidt of UDremembered king*, 
And homes of men obedient to the Dead. 
There dark and quiet faces come and go 
Aroond me, then again the ihriek of anns, 
And all the turmoil of the Ilian men. 

What are thej? even shadom such as I. 

What make theyf Even this — the spoit of Gods — 

The qiort of Gods, however free the; teem. 

Ah woold the game were ended, aod the light. 

The blinding light, and all too mighty suns. 

Withdrawn, and I once more with sister shades. 

Unloved, forgotten, mingled with the mist. 

Dwelt in the hollows of the shadowy hilla. 

Ah, would 'twere the cloud's playtime, when the sun 

Clothes us in raiment of a rosy flame. 

And thTDDgh the sky we flit, and gather grey, 

Like men that leave their golden youth behind. 

And through their wind-driven ways they gather grey. 

And we like them grow wan, and the chill East 

RecMves us, as the Earth accepts all men, — 

But uv await the dawn ot a new day. 
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SONNETS TO POETS 
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JACQUES TAHUREAU. 
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FRANgOIS VILLON. 
1450. 

LOT, all thM love Ugfat mlrtli, light tean, aad all 
That know the heart of ihameful lovea, or pure ; 
That know debits depart, desires endure, 
A fevered tribe of ghoats funereal. 
Widowed of dead delists gone oat of call ; 
Uat, all that deem the gloiy of the rose 
Is brief as last 7ear'a suns, or last Teal's snows 
The new suns melt from off the sundial. 

All this ;oaT master Villon knew and snng; 

Despised deUghts, and faint foredone desire; 

And shame, a deathless wonn, a quenchless lire ; 
And laughter from the heart's last sorrow wrung. 

When half -repentance but makes evU whole. 

And prayer that cannot help wears out the sonl. 



PIERRE RONSARD. 
1560. 
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c£rard de nerval. 







r all that were thy priMoa — ~ah, untamtd, 
Ali,llglit andsaiavdaonll — none holds thee 



No wall, no tnr, no body of fleah, bnt thon 
Alt free and h^py in the lands unnamed. 
About whoM gates, with weary wings and maimed, 

Thon most wert wont to linger, entering there 

A moment, and relDming rapt, with fair 
Tidings that men or heeded not or blamed; 

And they would smile and wonder, seeing where 
Thou stood'it, to watch light leaves^ or clouds, or wind. 

Dreamily murmuring a ballad air. 
Caught from the Valois peasants ; dost thon find 
Old prophecies fulfilled now, old tales true 
In the new world, where all things are made new J 



THE DEATH OF MIRANDOLA. 
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LIST OP POETS TRANSLATED. 



I. Ckxhlks D'OnLiiHi, whohu aonieiltiiea, lor no 
nry abvloiu teuon, been ityled Che fathir of French 
lync poetry, wv* born In Ma;, 1391- He wu the eon 
of LoaiB D'OrleAde, the gnndjon of Qutlei V., kpd the 
bther o[ Louie XII. Ciptund at A^scoDJt, he ¥iu 
kept in EngUDd a* a prisooer from (415 to 1440, when 
ho TCtnmed to France, where be died id 1465. Hii 
Tenet, for the moet part roiiDdeli on two rhTmei, are 
SODgi of lore and epring, and rctalo the allegodcaJ 
tonsi of the Roman de la Ro*e, 



d'h Hrth or death, and only too mach of 
ii pocBU the ancient loima of French 
tted with the keenest lenie of penona] 
Ft, of mlanchoif, of mocking dtipalr, 
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LIST OP POIT3 TRANSLATED 

1 Uttb yo mtBT thia Roourdt who wu ban En "mtliM 
bvi 1314. allboiich m ittunpt hu b*«B mmde la pnra 
that bii Ulth look ploc* In 151], u ■ compoHtka fan 
Niunio Fiucc ioi the bink of PhIl AiapoeiDo 
BdliT lud Itw nut, br ■ l*w moBtlu of Roiuudi hb 
1C<ciinJwiuiKibUilwdlDist» TbequeaisaelpristitT 
In itiE Dcw uylt of poarj cidkiI a qsunl, whlcb did 
oat long Hpanta Ibe two •[ngen. Db Ballajr la pf*TT 
Ihe m«t bilenatiiiK of tbe Flciiid, tbat campuT of 
S4*cii, wbo ativmpted to rcforni Fmich TCTH, by bupi^ 
1d| It wllh tba cathoalaim ol th< Rinaiauucs. HI* 
book L'tUialriain it U itmfta Frtnfiuu la ■ plu far 
the ittidr of uiciBnl piodelt and f ot the impraraiiwBt ol 
Ihc vcraacular. Id Ihii cffoit Du BcUaj and Kownl 
are Ihe predeceaaon of Malh«b«, and of Andri Ch^aieri 
more ancccaaftil Ibrov^h Ihdr fnnk eafenieaa than tba 
former, leu (artnoate m tht pOHCaajDn of cnticAl learn- 
ing and appreciadK taaM than the latter. There la 
lanitlhinf 1b Db fiellay'i life, Id tlic aniatlc nature 
checked hj occopailon in affaln— he wa« the lecieiarr 
irf Cardinal Do Bella]'— In the regret and aSediaD 
vlth which Rome deprused and allured him, iriuch 
nmlnda the EngUih reader of the tbmited amr d 

IV. Rut BiLLBAU, ijiS — ii77- Dn Beltmi'i 
life wia apent in tite honaehold of Charlea de Lorraine, 
Uarqida d'EhKBB^ and waa "w"^*^ by nothing more 
erentfnl than Un unal pUgrlmage to f taly, tbe aacred 
taod and lepiikhre of art. 

V. Finn RoHSAiiD, IJ14— i;S;, Roaaanfa earljr 
yean gave little aign of hie Tocalion. He waa for lonia 
time a page of the cooit, wai in the Hnice el Junea V. 
ot Scotland, and had hii ahan o( ihlpwrecke, battle*, 
and amoroua adventurea. An lllnen which pndnced 
total deaineia made bim a echolar and poet, aa in another 



LIST OF POSTS 

ucellc With all tils induiDjr, and almoM celigloui ual 

Tather than are bom nogerv. Hii epLc, the Pranciade, 
ii as ledioui aa other irtUiclil eplu. and hit odei are 

thai he li Ihe poet who read the lUad through in Ihm 
d^s. He ii, as hai been latd of Le Bran, mote arth- 
ologkal than I^odai. Hii conataul alloilon to hii gnj 
hair, an aAcutkn vhicli ma; be noticed hi Sheller, 1* 
b«Towed from Anacreon. Uan; of the lonneti hi irhlch 
he ' pelFarqul»t,' rf tain the faded odour of the roses he 
loved ; and hl> longi fare fire and meUnchol; and ■ 
sense as of perf une from * a closet long to qnlet fowed, 
with molhed and dropping arras hung/ Ronsard^B great 
fame declined when Malherbe came lo ' bhid the sweet 
inflnenccB of the Pleiad/ but he has been dal; honoured 
bjr the newest school of French poetry^ 

VI. JACQUB Takumau, 15JT— iiss. The BmoT- 

oiu poe&T of Jacques Tahureau has the merii, lare in 
his, ot in any age, of being the real eifoession of passion. 
His brief life burned itseU any before he bad eibausted 
the lyric efiualon of his youth. ' Le jA\a beaa gentil- 
homme de son siteie, et le plus deitre k loutes sortes de 
gentilless 



S OF THE NINETEENTH CENTURV. 
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BALLADS. 

Tlmiil|linliiillli« rum li full tmiglhlii Imiililiil 
an to U fouadio IbtcolkelloDi ol HH. Di PoTBalpa 
ud (Mnud do Nernl, aad in ib« npoR of U. Anpin. 

The niH* ollad m 'Lidj of Hlfb Dtgnt' us 
i mllil Bd Iniiii a wj luiT s bMrn a m in Buttch'i collec- 
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